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: ‘LEAD US NOT INTO TEMPTATION.” The discomfited lad withdrew his hands 
‘ It was only the Friday before Christmas, Stu an uae me nee Sal heanes 
: vexed face to his mother. 
and as Ally Campbell rose from the break- Taint loaded » he said. “and I don’ 
it fast table with a very pompous air, and nev- Rt Mitral pam aca yy " 
; see why I may not have itand play shoot, 
| er answered when Aunt Nancy and mother mA little while.” 
: both asked him a question, sister Bertie, La | * fo oky - how $6 3s 66 :loaded 
‘1 standing on tip-toe, knocked vigorously RS a you not loaded, my 
” his curly head, and cried,. ‘What's “ 
>i a v. Ri ’ een “TI heard father say so when he set it 
e: e matter BP. APP garret, 3 . down there. Uncie Rufus asked him if he 
7 The fact. is et Ewell as feasing wasn’t afraid to leave it in the children’s 
u Bertie always oa led her rest # brain, was way, and he said, ‘no, for it is notloaded.” . 
~ quite a reception room, this morning, and “Well, I’m glad it is empty, but you 
had as many pleasant thought guests as it : . 
on must let it alone, loaded or not. Neither 
could well hold. Indeed, they rather jostled fath I wish head 
: inst each other, and as Allan walked ee ett hte Saas hal 
' mF ¥ “ ’ ; Me arms. We do not wish to have you learn 
m4 ns a Lyrighada SAipobly % hg: na to enjoy shooting either in fun or in earn- 
. ong’ in est.” 
cm ae iias att manner possible. And ; “But why not, mother? What would 
t ae tig my + o rant ap become of me if war came and I did not 
“How very kind in Dr. Say pay know how to shcot ?” 
ter’s salary bef i F . 5 : : * 
cle qreaceepeier nevars denone ee ames. a a cannot be,” he thought passionately |over these slippery sidewalks. It’ll be great|peot nothing, this quarter, sir,” and he left . The mother smiled at this ansious ques- 
es San tereshs. Won. Chil’ hak took loa to If. A t before the beauti- | fun!” the boy with his head dropped upon the ta-| ton. “Eyeee: te no present “preapest: ‘of 
uy, tek re ye ye pat a |ful vase stood before him all perfect, and! “No fun at all!” cried Ally, indignantly.|ble in an agony of grief and disappoint-|* Wt, my dear,” she said, “and as to hunt- 
=~ aya Biss ha bean solahiiun od now it could not be possible that such a ter-|“Do you think I’d do such a mean thing ?| ment. ing, it is a cruel employment, and when 
ws ny oi gs gy Pg Bre re ses rible misfortune had happened to him. He/|I won’t go, and you mustn’t, either.” The gentleman did not fancy any other | there is no need of it, asin your-case, it is 
a por ae ila ao Sipe Rip iat had been dreaming. He would open his| “You had better preach to me, Allan|vase, and Mr. Maybrook was in great ill | very wicked; and firing ata mark, for the 
auy BSL Am. ee ee Be oa as) eyes and see it’ there yet, all glowing with|Campbell,” crisd Jasper, angrily. I know|humor all the evening. mere sport of the thing, is useless arid dan- 
in ; : its violets and roses, looking as if they were|something about you, and you're no better! As Ally sat leaning his heavy head upon | g¢rous ; therefore, as I said, if you would 
ain ful books she has spoken of so very often, tetael a ii . ad : : : . 1 d ob l 
Ui teal bel hee. bemeet ikiashantanalh around ‘moon ight. But oh! he|than other boys. his hand, just before it was time to go | Please and obey your parents you must let 
Were dn tnstotts bie. aon mote anak opened his eyes, and it was too true! “What can he mean?” thought Ally, as|home, Jasper Adams entered the store. fire-arms entirely alone.” 
e. dhen ft ice aaa? Now succeeded another conflict in his hehastened on, his guilty conscience sending| “All,” said he, “I've come to ask a favor. Thomas made no farther objection, but 
ll “But,” . ‘a ccatiiee’ they a8 i ak troubled mind. How should he ever dare|the blood rushing to his throbbing head.|Lend me a half a dollar.” it was easy to see that his heart wis not 
me ngekiedce “Psd Sada tell Mr. Maybrook, who, kind as he Be0-' “I'm sare I try to doright; aid T never take| “E can’t; replied Allyy “I luaven’t pijsubmissive to the will of his mother. 
die a Saie Gouinn domh tall © . aye ce = erally was, had never been known to excuse pleasure in such shameful things as”— cent.” Thomas was as good as boys usually are, 
St j pt pe ag Beall A gt “ a ame what he called—carelessness, Indeed, to} «Think of the broken vase,” cried eon-| “Well, then,” said he, lowering his voice, | and he was very fond of his parents and 
send elbows.” . teach his young clerks good habits, he often|science. “You are meaning to deceive Mr.|‘‘just take it out of old Hank's money | brother and sistor, but, like other children, 
" made some deduction from thei i i i , it.” he Was very partial to his own way. 
i" st leiden, Wilendldh senemnditas.* i eir wages, in| Maybrook, and if he asks any questions you! drawer—he’ll never know it. as very P y 


cried another thought, ‘for seven or eight 





proportion to the value of the article brok-|jntend to tell a lie, The vase is just as much 





“What,” cried Ally; almost with horror ; 


dollars, and then you'll have money enough 


fle soon went out to play and the gun 


lostas if youhad stolen it,and taken it homg.|“do you think I could do such a thing, nev- | Was forgotten. That same forenoon, per- 
ilk eh Deenaeree aunties Me: Moateeidl Ally knew, with a despairing heart, that! The least you can do is to confess your mis-jer! never !” haps about two hours after the above inci- 

F presents. Mir. Maydrook | this loss would be greatly felt by Mr. May-|fortune, and make what tion you ; : dent, Thomas’ father rode up to the door 
will pay you to-morrow night. Monday ; ¥ ” — 4 “Well, you are a jolly hypocrite !. I sup- i in to “ ‘ 
you will buy all you want, and Tuesday, tin at Syren me ta pose you didn’t know { was looking in last ps teem pio peor and Nr hm 96-7 


f ary would be withheld. “Oh, I cannot tell him,” groaned Ally,|.ion¢ when that . er if she would not like to take a little 
DS. Vise eRe ‘he was at the store, and| «7+ would be too hard, just at this time,”|and although the night was very cold, his kebab dyad ge aia: 
as he entered with his pleasant, glowing 














ride.” 
. tumble, and t up al i Bey , 
rid,is f Me Wackrock kind ‘ said Ally, unconsciously speaking aloud. “I\breath come so quick and hard shat he un-| sasefidty: tad sac bh an Ee She quickly arrayed herself in bonnet and 
ee : neers a ay C. kin ly put his hand on | gannot, cannot, give upall the presents I|buttoned his overcoat, and threw it back. intow rl tell you what it is =a Honest * | shawl, and bidding her children “be good and 
a ie hacia’ = caid— ; have thought of so long. What a very sad) At last he reached his home, but he had no if you don’t 44 ck el sor rl tell “ue not go out of the yard,”while she was away, 
arene “Good morning, Young America,” did| Christmas it would be! 0, couldn't I say!appetite for and Bertie’s clear voice A 7 * |she seated herself at their father’s side, 
. Y \ppe Or. tan, »|Maybrork 
e deti- you slide down on a sunbeam ?” that Snap ran against it, after John left it, singing a Christmas hymn, made him ver ? 4| The children stood watching their pa- 
i, and , 2 eng pry ¥; “You may spare yourself that trouble,” : 
nn ot The day passed happily, as dxsy ones al-| on the floor ? wretched indeed. He hurried to bed, that he|..:4 Atlan quietly. “T've told ‘him ‘my- rents until they turned a corner, and were - 
bi most always do, and Aily’s active ne Snap heard his name, and coming up,|might not hear kind Aunt Naney saying,|,i¢> a ¥"\hidden by the trees; then they began to 
scarcely knew a moment's rest. They sold | rubbed himself affectionately against Ally.|«He gets too tired, poor child,” but he could > ; ’ think what they should play. 

~ & somuch that day. Beautiful sets of china, |\No, no, Snap, I won’t say anything against| not sleep, and the next morning eould eat A look of surprise and vexation swept| «Jet's play soldiers. I'll be captain,” 

“every vases, and pitchers. Ally guesséd from the | you, poor dog,” eried Ally, almost with alno breakfast. rte ee a fone ijt ieee je mgs t said little Georgie, and catching up a stick, 

tome pleasant faces of the buyers that they were|sob. “But John really did leave it on the} Aj] day long he trembled for fear some- you don’t ot one cent dity goaded OY be orth es ee 

Jess of intending to make some presents, too, and | floor, and he ought to bear half the blame. | thing would be said about the vase, and con-|}ook5 of 0 honiell Wik 8 at Y*| «March !” then swelling out his checks, he 

ry were thinking of the delightful surprise they | suppose it would just break his heart to| soience kept continually saying, “you're just| 1.4 truth  ewin utes ‘ ony 4 stamped along the gravel walk, “Toot, toot, 

ites should give their friends. get in trouble with Mr. Maybrook, for he’s| a5 bad as a thief—you're a thief!” “To- he wen < pk k oy Sols anc’ | toot,” thinking that a very good substitute 
ce sup So the day wore on till tea time, and it so} weak and sickly yet after that hard fever.| night I shall get my money,” thought Ally. ae Patigag tinny «a... | for music. 
: ‘ 4 ’ *) That night, Ally could no longer hide his +a nts 
happened that Mr. Maybrook, and all the| No, I won't teli of him, but Oh, what shall|«and next week perhaps I'll tell him.”|¢ cable, and told it unreservedly to mother Just then a dark, horrid spirit came colse 
clerks were put at once, leaving AJlan alone | Ido? I believe,” he continued, after a few) Then conscience not only called him # thief, pare Na and Berti rome the ‘begi ’|to the shoulder of Thomas and whispered 
<> in the store. And as he walked up and|moments of painful thought, “*I believe I) put a coward, too. Oh! what a miserable - Per I “3 ©! Cadel: S'™* | into his ear, “A real gur would be very 
down, still busily engaged with his pleasant | Won't say anything at all about it. Perhaps) day it was, and at last the crisis came. 1 you think it was foolish, mother ?” nice in this play.” 

“ thoughts, he noticed that ore of the very|it will never be missed,” and with nervous) 7, gentleman who had looked at the| asked he, anxiously. “You Label nes say “Yes, but boys ought to obcy their moth- 
expensive vases had been left carelessly on | haste, Ally began to gather the pieces, and! _. 5. before, came in to say that he had de-|{ was queer ?” er,” said a sweet, white-winged spirit on the 
the floor. ' throw them inven old box under the count-| 40d to take it. Ina few sis, Ghavel <i Maedloncchitl bishnausnenienena nr lanai other aid: 

; He drow near to look at it, How beau-|er- It was just accomplished when Mr.|,.., hasty inquiries for the missing article.) «Yes, you were queer, you foolish, Ally,| But Thomas listened most attentively te 
Ay tifal it was with its delicate flower wreaths | Maybrook came in. » .tq{ Alley wished the ground would open and|almost as queer as an angel, but I love you the dark thing at his left ear. 

floating and dissolving in thealmost transpa-| ‘You aay to your tea, Allan, said | swallow him, but no, in a moment came the! just the same, and she laughed merrily. He ran into the house and looked at the 

rent china, He heard Mr, Maybrook tel-|h¢, not noticing his flushed, anxious face,| 7.0 40q inquiry— «y t have the cri rf, 

ling a gentleman the price of it that very|and Ally snatching his cap, rushed from z ‘ : ” mers pbonaggpnae : agilggene ik mg 

Volumes Angie 78 tree, “Do you know anything of it, Allan ?”’| Bertie, said Ally, regretfully. Now, dearchildren, let me tell you how 

ifsed diy, 481 waa more than he ‘esrned iti ‘the |the tore, “No, sir,” rose to Alley’s lips, but the}. “Never mind that,” cried Aunt Nancy, |to act when you are tempted to do wrong 

oom whole year. What if it should be broken!| He had walked but a few steps, when he A ; " : : : a . 

‘ oaks ; words seemed to choke him. Then making|exchanging tearful smiles with mother.| Do not go near, touch, nor look at thething 
Tt ought to be on the shelf, and Ally, tak-|heard a voice behind him. Al, Ally Camp-| : ‘ * . : ; 7 

N. “jf it up carefully, almost reverently, be- | bell,’. and tarni he saw J. r Adams, a a mighty effort, he said, “With honest hearts, and clear consciences; | that tempts you. That is what the Bible 
— 4 ea leddeiito pias ~ ‘j ‘ bes-be great! rr ine Al.” eried “Mr. Maybrook, may I speak to you a|we shall have a very ‘merry Christmas,’| teaches us. - It is better to put outoureyes, 
ines of nets Alas! ~ me way ‘<n the boy naibdiane you to-night she the | moment in the back office.” after all.”—Congregationalist. to cut off ourhands, and to cut out eur 

jo See~ ladder was not firm—it tottered, slipped, |store is shutap. We're going to have such Mr. Maybreok followed wn in, ond oe amie ee oars dest 
and Ally, in an involuntary effort to save |® time changing people's signs, and carrying trush poered om in one vehpmept ood. r him! had for’ 
himse]f—dropped the precious vase! There | off door-mats, to say nothing of leaving a| “Poor Ally! His employer was very angry. SHOOTING EN’ PUN: But Thomas—ales for = BB Em. 
is. was a crash which made-his heart: ‘stand |note for that dreadfully good old maid,|It wassuch a great loss. The most beau- all. these thinigs, o'and when: he 
still. Then looking down in a bewildered | Miss Gaston, telling her that» poor man tiful vase in his store! “Thomas! Thomas!” ried Mrs Graham | looked a little while at “ ee re became 
ie way, he saw only a heap of worthless bits of has brokén his leg,) the other end of the| . “You have been very careless,” said he, |to her son, boy of about eleven years ot in'his eyes, 80 very, wt ere -: Play- 
China in place of the exquisite vase. He {ity, and they want her to come right down. sharply, That’ vase was worth more than|age, “let that gun alone. How many times thing, that be must né andle he . 
closed his eyes to shut out the sight. “It |How her righteous old bones will creak your whole year’s service.. You need ex-|have you been tdld never to touch it?” “See here ! see what I’ve got, you 
, 
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THE YOUTH’S @COMPANION. 








eried Tommy, half in triumph, half in ter- 
ror, as he marched into the yard. 

“Oh! Tommy! .Ma said must not,” 
eried Georgie, looking 

“Pooh! it isn’t loaded, She didn’t want 
us to touch it when it was loaded; but 
there is no danger now.” 

This reassured the children, and they be- 
gan te think it was fine to have a real gun 
to play with.” 

“Let’s play shoot. Who shall I shoot, 
gis.” 


“Shoot Georgie,” said the little girl, 
ing gaily. 
rgie, hardly knowing whether to be 
amused or to be frightened, took his place, 
while his brother raised the gun. 

For a moment Tommy saw his lovely, 
smiling, little brother, with red cheek and 
lips, and golden curls, standing before him, 
his warm heart, so gentle and loving, beat- 
ing with life and joy; and the next—QOh! 
horror and despair! Oh! vain anguish and 
remorse! Thatdarling of every heart, that 


la 


sweetest, dearest, most fair and beautiful of | 


ail the band, lay bleeding and dying on the 
grass. The gun was loaded, and the ball 
had entered the white bosom ot the little 
one, and with one grievous moan, one re- 

roachful glance at the wretched Thomas, 
fe died. 

Think, children, what the scene must 
have been when those parents retarned from 
their pleasant ride. Pen of mine cannot 
attempt to picture it. 

But to the hour of his death will disobe- 
dient Thomas remember with agony that 
he cannot control, that bitter day and the 
dying glance of innocent, murdered Georgie 
will always wring his heart. 

Thomas will not be very likely to disobey 
his parents again; but it is to be feared 
that many other boys will go on in the same 
bad way they have commenced, 
some awful lesson is learned by them. 

Dear children, why will you not learn to 
obey those who have rule over you? You 
may not all kill a dear brother by disobe- 
dience ; but if you persist in it, you will 
most certainly bring upon yourselves some 
terrible fate. 

sntbigiins 
POMPEII. 


Nearly eighteen hundred years ago, Pom- 
peii was partly destroyed by an earthquake, 
and buried wholly from sight by a shower 
of ashes from a neighboring mountain. 
Our readers all know in what country this 
famous city is, and by the eruption of what 
volcano, it was overwhelmed. This week 
we have a picture of a portion of Pompeii 
which has been exhumed from the ashes 
that covered it. The cut is from one of the 
volumes of those interesting books for 
youth, by Rev. Mr. Eddy, called the “Per- 
cy Family.” Below we give anextract de- 
seriptive somewhat of the engraving. It is 
an interesting conversation between Mr. 
Percyand his son and daughter, Walter 
and Minnie. 


Passing on they came to the house of Di- 


omede. 

“Diomede! Diomede!” Minnie repeat- 
ed to herself; “it appears to me I have 
heard of Diomede.” 

“Yes, sis; Harry St. Clair was reading 
a story about Pompeii when we were at his 


until |. 


in the stocks, They were condemned to sit 
there a fow days, but an awful Providence 
turned the sentence into one far more terri- 
ble ; and there for seventeen centuries, they 
gat,ere friendly fiand came to undo the 
stocks and let them out. 
“I should like to have been here when 
they were taken out,” said Minnie. 
“ _— what purpose ?” 
“To have seen with my own eyes.” 
“Whose eyes should you see with if not 
your own, coz?” asked Walter. 

“Well, I cannot hardly believe that all 
these were found buried here.” 
“What building is this, father?” asked 
Walter, coming to a ruin more perfect than 
most they had seen. 
“This is the temple of Isis.” 
“What, the idol ?” 
“Yes.” 
“Was it full of people.” 
“No ; but near the door of the temple was 
found a skeleton of one of the priests, drawn 
into the temple, haps for plunder, and 
perhaps for devotion, at the awful hour when 
| the city was being overwhelmed ; the ashes, 
pressing against the door without, rendered 
= impossible,” 

«Was that the only one found ?” 
“No, there were others.” 
“Do tell us about them !” 
“In one room a priest was found at the 
table eating.” 
“Eating at such an hour?” asked Min- 
nie. 
“Yes.” 
“How could the 
“The remains of his dinner were before 
him. The remnant of an and the limb 
of a fowl, tell us on what he was making 
his repast.” , 
“But the ashes would not have stopped 
his eating.” 
“He was probably suffocated by the nox- 
ious gas that came in.” 
“Was there any other ?” 
“Yes; a priest was found with some 
money in his hand, showing that he had 
come back at that awful hour to rob the 
temple.” 
“Any more?” 
“Yes, one man more. He was found 
near a door, with an axe in his hand, and 
on the door were the marks of the blows.” 
The party then entered some of the shops 
—the barber’s shop, the apothecary’s store, 
the butcher’s stall. In the baker’s shops 
were found the ovens ready for use, the 
mills in which the grain was broken, the 
kneading troughs. the various articles used 
in the making of bread, and the bread it- 
self, well done. In the butcher’s stall meat 
well cooked was found. 


tell 2” 





THE FAMILY. 
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For the Companion. 
THE LOST GRASSHOPPER. 
It happened that I had the house all to 
myself for afew days, and of course 1 was 
prepared to consider any noise in-doors, be- 
yond what I made myself an evidence that 
somebody or something had intruded upon 


me. 
ning while busily writing, with the moon 
shining over my right shoulder, and the soft 


So I was startled by a noise one eve- 


‘“weez—weez—weez—weer !” the quain 
little song struck up just on @ level with my 
head, and I saw perched on a brass hat-nail, 
a brown-and-green grasshopper, shaking 
his wings as if he was the happiest fellow 
alive. 
It did not take me long to conclude 
that the alarms of the previous night, 
were caused by no burglar, rat, or ghost. 
The poor grasshopper was no doubt sad- 
bly puzzled to make out where he was, after 
he had blundered in among my musty books 
and papers, accustomed as he had been to 
the green grass and dewy bushes...Most 
likely he had made a great many attempts 
to find the way out, but the best one of all 
was to climb the hat-nail and sing, in which 
he showed himself as much ot a philosopher 
as Doolittle, whistling himself merry after 
his shipwreck, or Peter Schuyler, when he 
fiddied away a pack of wolves. 
I released master Spring-shanks to his 
green fields again,and in consideration there- 
of he left me this little hint from all out 
doors. 
When you are in a tight place, it is bet- 
ter to whistle than to whine. 
a hpeeial 
LITTLE CARRIE. 
4 MOTHER'S TALE. 
Snow-drifts like sentinels were filed 


Against the window where my child 
Slept in the hush they made, and smiled. 


My Carrie! fair as wreath of snow— 
Her cheeks with sunrise flush aglow— 
Her hair like sunset’s amber flow. 


Ah! well I know that love is kind, 
And will, in homeliest features find 
Charms to which common eyes are blind: 


But ever, where my Carrie went, 
Looks on her loveliness were bent, 
Which said, ‘‘Beware ! the child is lent : 


‘‘Nay, clasp her not with such delight, 
For angels’ hold on earth is sligit, 
And she will seek the land of light!” 


Some infant smiles like sunbeams stray ; 
Her’s in our dwelling old and gray, 
Shone more like moonlight’s mellow ray. 


For thoughtful seemed her eyes’ deep bluc, 
As though their mute child-wisdom knew 
Of much beyond our mortal view ; 


Yet soon again some baby-wile, 
Or dimpling of her roguish smile, 
Would fondest mother-fears beguile. 


Thus eighteen months had slipped away, 
When Carrie climbed, one summer day, 
To ivory keys, and feigned to play. 


* The waxen fingers woke faint clang ; 
But like a lark’s her clear voice rang— 
I stopped and marvelled while she sang ; 


Then left her on some brief employ— 
Sweet croon of welcome! with what joy 
It told my absence gave annoy. 


That night she sickened. Short the space, 
I held her in my sad embrace, 
Watching the languors on her face. 


Before a change came o’er her mien ; 
Her look grew saint-like and serene, 
Toward bitter cup turned gentle e‘en— 


Ticstidied, but finding me to be in earnest, 


finished removing the breakfast things with- 
out farther remark. 

About eleven o’clock,we attended the mora- 
ingserviceat theKnglish Chapel. This Chap- 
el wasbuta short distance from the Fonda,and 
formed a part of the house formerly occupied 
by the English Consul. As we walked up the 
narrow street towards the door, Charles call- 
ed our attention to a group of women seat- 
ed near it, busy at work, laughing and talk- 
ing merrily. They were packing lemons, 
‘Auat,” said Mary, “who would want 
such lemons as those? They are entirely 
green, not a yellow one among them.” 
“That is true,” said I, “and the reason 
why they are packed in this condition, is 
because they could not be exported ripé, 
they decay so rapidly.” 

It was sad to see the holy Sabbath so for- 
gotten and abused. Entering the door, we 
found ourselves within a square courtyard, 
from which wide flights of stairs, led up to 
apartments above. These opened upon a 
tiled paved hall, lighting which wete high, 
wide windows, across which, vines, looking 
like the morning glory, were trained. Some 
fine oil paintings hung cn the walls of this 
hall.. The room, used as a Chapel, was 
large, high and airy, The seats were cane 


each were straw cushions, The English 
Consul read the service, as the chaplain 
was absent. The service ended, we again 
passed down the broad stairway into the 
court-yard, and from thence to the street. 


had finished their task, and gone. The 


way, in our cool apartments at the Fonda. 


held, which is some two miles distant. 
their appearance. 


horses, and a part in Calesas. 
are called Matadors. 
vet, trimmed with gold and silver lace, their 
stockings whitesilk, and their mantles of red 
thibet. The horses were bedecked in color- 
ed broadcloths, with silver and gold trap- 


seated chairs, and on the floor, in front of 


It was now noonday, and the lemon-packers 


streets all looked deserted. A few begyars 
lay here and there, sound asleep, upon the 
hard stone pavement, in the shadow of some 
stately dwelling, for even beggars take their 
daily “siesta,” as well as the rich. We 
were glad to get outof the rays of the burn- 
ing sun, and refresh ourselves in the same 


There was no service held in the after- 
noon, so after dinner we sat down to read. 
But the streets, which are always poisy, 
were on this day, noiser than ever, for many 
strangers were coming in, from all quarters, 
to be present at the great bull-fight, which 
began at three o’clock. The next building 
to the Fonda, is a Spanish Hotel, and it 
was here that the bull-fighters were stop- 
ping. A great crowd of people gathered 
around the entrance, to see them set off for 
the Place’ de Toros, where the fights are 


Presently, a great shouting announced 
There were some eight 
or ten of them, a part of whom rode on 
These men 
Their dress was vel- 


neath his rider, while the bull springs to. 
wards the prostrate Matador. Another, 
now rides up and shakes before the furious 
beast, a red banner, which turns his atten. 
tion to the new assailant. 

’ Horse after horse is killed, and dragged 
from the ring; the bull fearfully woanded, 
with blood pouring from his nostrils and 
swollen tongue, stops for a moment, panting, 
and looks around-on the excited multitude, 
Then, a loud ory goes up for Cuchares, or 
whoever may be the chief actor in the 
scene. 

Cuchares, gaily dressed, with dagger-and 
red mantle in hand, springs into the arena, 
His eyes turn toward the Governor, and 
bending his knee, he agks permission to kill 
the bull. Then, turning towards the ani- 
mal, who now approaches him in wild fury, 
he raises his dagger and in an instant it is 
plunged far down into his body. The poor 
creature staggers,—moans fearfully,—falls, 
—and in a moment, is dead. 

Loud huzzahs fill the air,—flowers are 
thrown to Cuchares, as amid smiles, the 
waving of handkerchiefs and the fluttering 
of fans, he proudly retires. This exciting 
and cruel scene, is many times repeated. 
On the day of which I write, twenty-five 
horses and nine bulls were sacrificed in the 
cruel sport. After the fight was over, the 
streets were filled with the retiring crowd. 
“Oh! Aunt,” said Charles, “Who would 
think it was Sunday? It seems a great deal 
more like the Fourth of July.” 

“And see,” said Mary, “there is a fellow 
selling balloons.” 

Looking down from the balcony, I, raw 
the man holding a string, to which was at- 
tached some twenty or thirty globular bal- 
loons, and surrounding him, were crowds of 
men and boys with their faces upturned, 
watching the fluttering toys. 

Among the noisy multitude I noticed a 
procession of girls, walking two and two, ac- 
companied by Sisters of Charity. They all 
wore black dresses and white handkerchief 
neatly pinned over their shoulders. 

“They are orphans,” said I, “without 
doubt.” 

“Do you suppose they have been to the 
bull-fight.” said I, to Juan, who just then 
came into the room, with a pitcher of fresh 
water, 


meant, and then said, gravely, 

“Yes, I dare say. They let the poor 
things have a good time now and then.” 
“Only think, Aunt,” said Charles, “of 
the teachers of an Orphan Asylum taking 
their scholars to a bull-fight. Why. going 
to a horse-race would be nothing to it.” 

It was not until late at night, that the 
streets were still. Then, as I stood out up- 








He stepped to the window to see what Page 


on the balcony, and saw the moon shining 
brightly in the cloudless sky, I thought of 
One who never slumbers, and of how his 
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air coming in through the open casement. 
It was a queer, nervous rustle ina pile of 
newspapers directly behind my chair. I 
wrote on, and for a while paid no attention 
to it. Then it ceased, and having finished 
my writing, I kicked over the pile of papers 
without finding anything, and went to bed 
in the next room. 

At midnight I was awakened by what I 
supposed to be three raps upon the blind of 
my bed-room-window. I sat up and listen- 
ed, and soon heard them repeated, dimin- 
ished, however, this time to three scratches 
on the wall behind the-wash-stand. I made 
up my mind that a mouse had invadea my 
sleeping premises, and in attempting to 
jump upon the shelf of the wash-stand, had 
slid down the paper-hanging and given over 
after the third failure, for 1 heard nothing 
more that night. 

As soon as it was morning, I made all 


long suffering love, giveth good gifts, alike 
“to the evil and the good.” 
Adieu, 


pseu Nee 
A PANTHER HUNT. 


From an article headed “A Visit to the 
Indian Pass,” published in the Knickerbock- 
er Magazine, we extract the following narra- 
tive of an adventure of Cheney, the fear- 
less Nimrod of the Adirondacks, with one 
of those insidious, pitiless denizens of the 
forest, the panther : 

“Many of the secluded lakes in this re- 
gion are frequented by the otter. It is, be- 
times, a frolicsome creature, and it has 
a curious practice of ‘sliding.’ It chooses a 
deep declivity ending in the water, or upon 
the ice, and there they are wont for hours 
together, to enjoy the diverting ‘slides,” 

«Early one winter’s morning Cheney visited 
a ‘slide ;’ but, lo a stealthier hunter of the 
otter had anticipiated him ; for there, in the 
snow, was the broad track ofa panther. The 

esser game was instantly forgotten in the 
tingling excitement ofa dangerous chase. 
At once he hurried back for his stout old 
hound, returned, and before noon was upon 
the track, The boldest hunter will own 
that there is more peril than pastime in this 
chase, for the alert foe is certain very soon 
to scent the pursuit, when it has a habit of 
taking to the trees, casting its trail, and 
waiting for the pursuer at vantage. 

“The panther’s spring has become a prov- 


Small finger pointed—pale lips tried 
To drink in vain—and to my side 
More closely nestling, Carrie died. 


house, a long time \ 

“I remember now, something was said in 
the story about Diomede.” 

“Yes, and here is his house, father says.” 

“Tell me about it, father!” « 

“You see the house is near the foot of the 
mountain, and was probably destroyed soon 
after the eruptions commenced. 

“Did the occupants escape?” 

“No seventeen skeletons were found 


” 


pings. The gay dresses of the riders, and 
the jingling of their horses bells, as amid the 
huzzahs of the crowd, they rode off, made 
you forget the cruel errand, upon which 
they were bound. . 

The Place de Toros is a large amphithe- 
atre, in which hundreds of people can sit 
and witness the fight, which takes place in 
an open area in the centre. The entrance 
fee to bull-fights, varies according to the 
seat you occupy, being managed after the 
manner of theatres. Indeed, the bull-fight- 
er isto the Spanish people, what the play- 
actor is to other nations. Strange as it may 
appear, these men are very much admired 
by all classes, and the little Spanish boy, 
has no higher ambition, than one day to be 
_ |a “Matador.” 

Reaching the Place de Toros, you find a 
company gathered of thousands of persons, 
among whom is the Governor of the Malaga 
District, surrounded with his government 
officers, When the Matadors arrive, they 
are ushered at once, into the ring, amid the 
shouts of the excited crowd. The Govern- 
or rings 2 bell, and then, the bull is loosen- 
ed, a door opened, and he bounds fiercely 
into the arena. He looks around him fora 
moment on the strange scene, and then, with 
head bent downward rushes towards the 


Rept. 
That voice of music filled mine ears, 

I clasped her close in dreams f»r years, 

At day-dawn missed her, blind with tears ; 


But now those faithless tears are dried ; 
Here at my calling could she glide, 
I would not call her to my side. 


From vision of her Saviour-King, 
From blisses past imagining, 
Dare love like mine its dear one bring 


“Why did they not get away?” 

“They, probubly supposing that the 
storm of fire and ashes would soon abate, 
retired to the subterranean’ passages below, 
with lights, and food, and wine, and there 
perished.” 

“Were they all grown-up people ?” 

“No, one of them was m4 Two oth- 
ers were children; and when the skeletons 
were found some of the hair was on the 
skull.” 

“Was there any little girl, like me ?” 

“Yes, one; the little joa of Dio- 
mede, the impress‘on of whose rounded 
chest, made in the consolidated scoria, still 
is shown at Naples—the flesh consumed, 
but the bust remains to tell even the texture 
of the dress, as well as the finished beauty 
of the neck and arms.” 

“Did they find Diomede himself?” 

“Yes; he was found in his garden with a 
bunch of keys in his hand, and near by him 
a slave, with some silver vases and several 

and silver coins.” 

“What a terrible death it must have 
been !” 


Where sin might soil my snow-wreath fair— 
Her clear voice moan in Earth’s despair ?— 
Ah no! I would we all were there ! 
—Songs for the Sorrowing. 
‘et raion 
For the Companion. 
TRAVELS BY SEA AND LAND, 
LETTER FROM SPAIN. 
La Fowpa, Mataca, Sram. 
Dear Companton :—*Do you go to the 
"| Bull-fight to-day?” said Juan, the waiter, 
haste to procure a mouse-trap, and having 


eae ‘ | to us, the other Sunday morning. Having 
baited it with four or five pieces of cheese, I de- | hoard that the ancient custom of bull-fight- 


posited it With grim satisfaction at the head | ing, was still kept up, the question did not 


of my bed, expecting very confidently to| surprise me, but Mary and Charles both 
have the little whiskered disturber of my | exclaimed, 


dreams in limbo, before anothertwenty-four| «4 bull-fight on Sunday, Juan ?” 
hours at least, “Oh, yes, that is always the day they have 

I was oceupied in the garden until the| them,” was his reply. I told Juan that we 
middle ot the forenoon, but I had not been | kept Sunday, and thought it wicked to go 











oy writing ten minutes after sitting down in| to bull-fights on that day. He looked up|foremost Matador. The Matador drives |¢rb of quickness, and against its agile and 
pant Sern.’ _ Mr. P hag enter had) my study, before that same quick, nervous | inquisitively, saying, “All the Senoras go.” |his sharp spear instantly into the animal, vendertel genet, x mm: uarters, 3 
= ene ag into the place,” 1 | rustle was heard again in the pile of news-| But [ shook my head, and said, “American | who is thus goaded on to fury. Springing Seer gover Bn urd Agate tt mute ey 


age craft was opposed to a sagacity never hood- 
at the poor horse, who is blinded, he tears’ winked, a vigilance ivel surprised. The 


him fearfully. The horse sinks dying, be- /hound was trained in many a character of 


“What was found here ?” 
“Two men were found with their feet fast 


papers behind my chair. I turned round 
but had barely time for one look when 


Senoras do not go. We go to church.” 
He shrugged his shoulders, and looked 
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THE YOUTH’S COMPANION. 19 
the foe before them. . Cheney held chase, heard him exclaim, ‘Shu, shu! ‘Thus thé} witnessing the good'done ty them. I csi- 


holding his trusty coadjutor in check, keep-| dear child was watching his heart and try-|0t do it, however. I must leave that till 


ing him only a few rods in advance, never |. , " 4 another day, | the of all 
pr aca hin out of sight, and at a moder- ing to drive away evil thoughts, just as you, shall be rev i - secrets hearts 








AYER’S SARSAPARILLA. 


Reader, peruse the following statement and then judge of !ts 
facts for youreelt 


: son, and” forbear. | naam se Draper N. X.. well Known citisen there, : 
ate pushed on. little ones, would the chickens from the gar- Tien ance, and unselfishness! And man- | ‘to the dircctionstor this complet him to health in 
Pwo or three hours of tardy, patient|den, lest they might spoil your flowers and § ‘ 


— wore on; not a bush, tree or rock | vines, THE LEAKY COAT! 
escap 


; 
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: polite, and amiable to everybody. an on his 

the hunter’s jealous scrutiny. Yet} When the following Sabbath came, the We clip this amusing incident from an| seen many people, almost twice as high as cits body it kop the siiected covered. ith a aca 
he relied mainly <= ee _ instinct < teacher asked the children about their suc-|¢xchange. We hope our young friends will| You, whose dress did not make them ladies nd distressing. It so much impaired hls health as to und, 
” postage a noble ‘hound thie day cess in taking care of their little vineyard. |pever have a ‘leaky coat !’ —they were so rude and ignorant. They | feat aid tailed him until ne took Ayers Come iat, 


had become women too soon; they had out- 
grown their minds and politeness. 


‘But there is one thing of most impor-| the icnside with bad cough, which tus san nieeen oe 


proved efor the thousandth time, that his Then Georgie rose up and said, aloud,‘Miss| A friend returning from the depot.a few 
master’s trust was well placed ; for behold! /__—, my heart was full of little foxes al] | ™orul 


since, with a bottle of fresbly im- 
, thesagacious animal began to test the laden 


air by prolonged sniffs, to hesitate with 
fore-foot lifted, to look backward, and be- 


; aine Law, saw a lady whom 
the week, " mg mar oak Le ee | 
The others were not so eager to tell of Nt erat Gat ae 


bottle under his arm, he softly walked 


k his master’s attention with low|their discoveries; perhaps they had not 
whinnings. These actions signalled the vi- | watched to see the littlefoxes, or they might 


cinity of the panther. Scenting its 


ursu- | not have cared to confess, like our honest 


Boe x: 
‘Well,’ said the young lady, after a re- 
mark or two about the weather, ‘what is 


ers, the crafty animal had, as its habit is, 


that under your arm?’ from which she dis- 


tance. You must growin love to the Sa-| tie "tmistskable symptoms of consumption. 
vior, who came from heaven and very low he commenced taking Ayers Cherry Pectoral, which 


little children. You must grow in love and 
kindness to al) around you, and in love for 
what is good and right, because it is pleas- 
ing to God. I want to see my little Katie 


Prepared by Dr. J.C. AYER & CO, Lowell, and sold by 
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“THE BRISTOL WONDER.” 


such a woman as this would make her.’ 

‘Oh dear!’ sighed Katie, “I never 
thought of all that. How long will it take 
to grow in so many things!’ 

‘You will find it a very short time when 
you look back upon it. 
make you grow tall. 


s‘opped and taken cover. Now all the hunt- we Georgia; how many they — found. covered a dark fluid dropping. 

er’s nerve and circumspection were put to| ~ Blessed are the pure in heart,” said the} .Q, rothing but a coat the tailor has been 
’ their keenest tension; a rod further, and be | Savior; but, dear children, none of you can| mending for me.’ 

4 might be under the eye of the hidden pan-|keep your hearts pure without the help of| ‘Oh, it’s a coat, is it? Well, you'd bot- 


r ther, and instantly be faced by its over-| your Heavenly Father. If you ask him to| ‘et carry it back and get him to sew up 
whelming spring. Besides, the hunter be-| ‘5, it he will give you clean hearts and|°™° hole more—it leaks.’ 
ing in motion and the foe in cover, the lat- 4 give ¥ 
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i -uttering low moans, came back to his mas- 


A LITTLE THING. 


4 CHILD’s sonra. 


GEORGE MULLER 1s a living man, the 
ager of the famous Orphan Asyum at Bristol, 
work coutains the entire history ofthe origin and growth of 


that is more than ten feet—up to the top 
of the barn-door.’ 
‘What else about him 7?’ 


THE DOCTOR PUNISHED. 
Our readers will learn from this anecdote 


ter’s feet. No urging could force him to 
move on a single foot without his mas- 


that remarkable instituiion, whereby seven hundred orphans 
. I am but a little thing : 3 : * tordgupes bel only prager te Ged.” Tes eee 
e ter. Cheney was sure that at that instant . se oft ng ‘Why he was a wicked idolater ; he de- Asspee, n% coly arava, fo Ged. She narrative i. ane of 
a ke sata revs = Gicmmeute Gaiden pend of Dr. Rayer, eo 7 ape 500 « of in- o Ae ce Rese ye ree fied God’s people, and cursed little David ; | aucken the faith ofall who believe in the power of prayer, 
ther ; indeed, he was certain that the crowd-|JU'Y to n0 one. they will see that our Reach the vaulted sky ? . so God let David kill him with a pebble SECOND EDITION OF 
id ed jam of hemlocks just before him was the| hasty doctor lost by his irritability three stone.’ THE 
al cover. The hunter held himself sheltered | thousand franes : I am but a little thing, ‘And who was Paul 7’ 


behind his stronghold, an enormous hem- 


Astory is told of Rayer, the eminent phy- 
lock, and. coolly made ready for the final 


As a mote might be, 
sician of Paris, He was called in six weeks 


‘A good man, who travelled very much, ROMANCE OF NATURAL HISTORY. 
Floating in a cloud of aust, 


preaching all about Jesus Christ. He 
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For the Companion. 
PULLING A NEST DOWN. 
Mrs. Stark had a quilting party. All the 


«There ladies that'll do ;”’ cried the Squire, 


if I had come in and told of some heavy calam- 


ttt tae nnd tld someon and 


ity which had befallen me, you could not have 


| put om fore funerl-ike facts, than when 1 


told you this poor, weak boy had found an easy 
way to earn his bread.”’ 

“Why, Squire !’’ they all exclaimed, ‘‘no 

‘one said a wordagainst him. We are all his 


Old ladies in the village—save those whosecye- friends and his mother’s too—we helped them 


sight was poor—were there; Polly Sparrow, 


when Mr. Drake died. She is an_ excellent. 


Becky Larkins, Katy Robins, Sally Hawker, | hard-working woman, and everybody speaks 


and more than we have time to name. They | well of the boy! 


had marked the quilt, after » long debate as | 


What can you mean !’ 
‘I once heard,’? said the Squire, ‘of a par- 


to the merits of herring-bone, diamonds and | ty of birds assembling at the nest of a sparrow 
shells, and were fairly at work. They now in her absence. All professed to beher friends, 
discussed the talents of the minister, the skill but not one was satisfied with the way she had 


of the;doctor, and the temper of the. school-| 
master. It was decided that the former was) 


built her nest, so they began to pick out what 


h thought improper. ‘One pulled out a lit- 


an excellent man and a fine preacher ; buteach | tle knot of dog's hair, saying, ‘The idea of nc- 
saw some draw back to his usefulness, although cepting favors from the house dog, who issuch 


no two mentioned the samething. One listen- 
ing might have suspected the good man guilty 
of every sin forbidden in thedecalogue. Then 
came the muster; he was wise and kind, but— 
‘the shook Jimmy Lane limb from limb last 
week,”’ and ‘“*knocked the brains out of poor 
Tommy Hunt,”’ and “left switch marks on the 
shoulders of Ned Hill for stealing his watch- 
key.’ Worse than all, he ‘‘talked bad gram- 
mar, and spelt a word wrong once himself, and 
didn’t begin to write as well as some of the 
boys. 
Next on the docket came the phyeician ; he 
was charitably supposed to have ‘‘killed the 
deacon by not bleeding him quick enough 
when he fell in a fit,’’ the medical man being 
at the time, three miles from the scene of ac- 
tion!’’ ‘Sally Brown died from his neglect, 
for he wasn’t there at the time shedied.”’ ‘He 
gave the minister's black boy Tartar Emetic"’ 
—they guessed—‘‘when he meant to have giv- 
en Cream of Tartar, and that was nothing 
short of murder—aithough Dave was black !’’ 
But on the whole it was agreed, that, ‘‘as doc- 
tors go,’’ he was pretty fair ; and that, let the 
folks from the ‘“‘Centre” or the ‘‘Four Cor- 
ners” say what they might, the village was 
handsomely endowed with professional men.’’ 

Next came up Gusty Talbot and her ability 
at fitting a dress, and trimming a bonnet, each 
relating some wonderful instance in which she 
used a larger pattern than was necessary to 
make a flounced dress, or in which she cut 
her day’s work short by half an hour; and last- 
ly came a warm debate on the talents and en- 
ergy of the widow O’Rooke at the washtub ; 
one declaring that her clothes came from her 
hands as ‘*white as a lily ;’" another asserting 
that hers looked ‘‘as if washed in dishwater 
and starched in gruel,’’ but all agreeing that 
these two—Gusty Talbot and Mrs. O°Rooke— 
were orphan and widow, and that they had not 
better friends in the world than*‘I,’’ and‘I,”’ 
and ‘‘I,"’ These were all the public charac- 
ters the village could boast, and they did not 
dare to meddle with private ones, so conversa- 
tion flagged. Neighbor Stark,in the meanwhile, 
wearied with the confusion and heat of his 
atore, had stepped into the house to lookat his 
paper, and had almost fallen asleep in the next 
room, when he was roused by the silence. 

‘*What’s the matter, ladies?’’ he asked. 
‘*You surely haven’t forgotten ho w to talk'’’ 

“Oh no, Squire ;” replied Polly Sparrow, 
‘‘but how can we talk when we have no 
theme? Now you, who are Post-master and 
store-keeper, ought to give us some news.’’ 

‘*I guess there’s news enough by the mail 
to-day,”’ said he, with a wise glance from his 
keen greyeye. There’s letters for Mary Bell 
from California, and a double one for Widow 
Drake.” 

**You don’t say ! What's in them, Squire?"’ 

‘I’m sure I don’t know! But here's some 
news—I’ve just engaged the widow Drake's 
boy to attend store for me.”’ 

‘You haven’t!"’ exclaimed Becky Larkins 
‘*Well, I should like to know if her boy is too 
good to work on a farm, like mine.”’ 

‘*He isn’t very tough, I believe,’’ said the 
aquire. ‘He got a fine character from the 
minister and the schoolmaster, both.’’ 

“Tough !”’ he's lazy, guess! Wasn't them 
Drakes always sort of slack, Aunt Sally ?”’ ask- 
ed Katy Robins. 

‘*He had an uncle that stole pippins once 
from my grandfather,’’ eaid Sally Hawker; 
“but I guess he’s & good buy himself. He 
wasn’t the one who stole the master’s key, was 
he?” 

“No, that was Ned Hill,’’ 

‘sDo tell, if your going to have him?’’ ask- 
ed Polly. ‘*Well, I only hope he won’t sap- 
ply bis mother with tea and sugar out of the 
stere! That’sall! She had a half sister that 
wasn't any better than she ought to be. She 
ran off and got married without telling any- 
hody—when she was about thirty years old. 
Is this boy any relation to old Drake in the 
poor house?” 

“No, but I shouldn’t wonder if they’re con- 
nected with one of the name that I read of in 
the Boston paper, who,wassent to the Honse of 
Correction for something or other,’’ replied 
Booky. 


|a foc to all dirds!’ Another thought a rag 
| was a shabby thing to insert in a nest, and an- 
| other that hay was too rough and coarse. So 
they discussed and picked, and night came on 
any they all went home. By and by Mrs. 
| Sparrow, weary with her long flight, came 
| to her nest which she had built with so much 
|eare. Oh! how happyshe was, and how sweet 
| her rest promised to be! She floated over ita 
|moment in her pride, and then folding her 
| wings sank down ; bat alas the frail thing was 
| ruined and it parted under her, letting her fall 
to the ground ; for so sudden to her had been 
| the disaster, that she had not time to raise her 
| wings and save herself. Thos she tore her 
| breast in the fall, and lost her life by it. Be- 
| fore her death, these friends came round her, 
and she accused them of having done the mis- 
| chief, but all denied it.. Each said, ‘You have 
not a better friend than J, and J, and J; and 
| it;was from interest in you and a desire to keep 
| up your dignity that we pulled out just one 
| hair, one string, one thread, one rag. But it 
| was done and she was ruined—no matter what 
their motive was. So might it have been with 
this poor fatherless boy. Had he beena stran- 
ger to me, I should have thought him sprung 
from a family of idle thieves and pickpuckets. 
As it is, his friends, as far back asl ever heard, 
ure honest and industrious. All the crime | 
see in him or his mother, is, that they have 
lost thetr sole dependence and are poor. When 
you want to slander a person again, come out 
honestly, and say, ‘he’s a murderer, or a thief,’ 
bat don’t profess to be people’s best friends 
when you are picking their character to pieces 
thread after thread and letting them down to 
the ground. Come now good ladies, put up 
| your thimbles and let as see how nice 3 supper 
| Mrs. Stark has got ready for us.”’ 


GENEROUS REPLY. 


On the morning of the battle of Monterey, 
Gen. Quitman was observed to goon to the 
field in full uniform ; a friend, observing this, 
| remonstrated with him, saying, that he would 
| make a very conspicuous mark for the enemy. 
| A more heroic reply was never made than 

nis. 
| “The more balls aimed at me, the less 
will be directed towards my men !”” 

A CORRESPONDENT. 











LETTERS FROM SUBSCRIBERS. 





Kalamazoo, Nov. 5, 1860 

| Dear Editor :—We are greatly interested in 
| your useful paper and have succeeded in find- 
ing one of our schoolmates, whe wishes to have 
your paper also. Enclosed you will find $1.00 
and four postage stamps for the paper one 
year, and two packages which are mentioned 
in your ‘*Extra.’”’ 


Yours, with respect, H. & E.R. 


Globe Village, Mass., Dec. 10, 1360. 
Messrs. Olmstead & Co. :—Enclosed I send 
one dollar for the Youth’s Companion for the 
present year. I think it the best paper I have 
ever taken, and wish to take it as longas I 

can. Yours respectfully, M. I. 8. 





VARIETY. 





‘ 


A GOLD WATCH IN A RAG-BAG. 


A lady in the vicinity of Bridgeport, Ct., 
was in the habit of putting out shirts to make, 
for a large clothing establishment, to a number 
of women in the neighborhood. In the cutting 
of these, there were a great many little odds 
and ends of cloth left over—pieces too small to 
be of use, and the first thought was, of course, 
to toss them into the fire. **No,’’ she reflect- 
ed; “I ™ save them as they eo anes 

rha; ma t enough to exchange with 
the ol for = ah Kitchen article or other.’’ 
So she let them lie, housewife-like, and ina 
few weeks there was quite a pile. 7 

Une day a neighbor came in, and on hearing 
the destination of the scraps, advised that they 
should be sent to a paper-nill at some little dis- 
tance. ‘‘They will give three or four cents 
® pound for them,’’ he, and that is bet- 
ter than coghang them. for tin.’’ 

She asked her teband's advice. To him a 
few rags more or less seemed @ trivial affair. 








“Do as you like,” said he, lnughingly— 
“you may ali the money you can make 
out of the _ “e ; 

She took. at his word, and in two- or 


three months, some half-dozen barrels of 
Te ae te ee a 
su 


r. ction of mill. To rise and 
ae a onal velian five-dollar il came 
cK. 
Again the to it for some little 
- was kad 





or i “No,” she resolved ; 
“all my rag money shall go into the savings- 
yank.’ 


Aad into the savings-bank it went according- 
ly. Years rolled by—more ‘rags were saved | 
and sold—interest and principal accumulated. 


At te age unusual o} tuni' presented, 
itself the purchase se bewudfal gold 


watch, Forty rs was the . 
“T will not ask my husband to withdraw any 
necessary funds from his business,’ she 


thought. “but iow is the time to make my rag 
money usefal !’" ' 

The gold watch was purchased—literally 
with 

Yet this was not the end of it. The bank 
fund of which the bundle of rags was the ori- 
in, now amounts to, over twenty-five hundred 
lars ' 

«I do not know how it has accumulated,’’ | 
said the lady to us. **A few cuttings‘and scraps | 
laid aside whenever I cut out shirts—a few 
dollars carried to the bank when I went to the | 
city—a little interest added on from time to 
time—it has grown up, almost without thought 
or care on my part.’’— Life Illustrated. 








UNDER THE sNOW. 


The fresh robe of springtime, 
The mantle of m, 

On hill-side or valley 
No longer is seen. 

No more through fair meadows 
The little feet go ; 

The tufted grass, faded, 
Lies under the snow. 


The flowers that brightened 
The earth with their eyes, 
And grew lovely under 
The clear summer skies ; 
The roses that troubled 
The little hands so, 
With all their fair sisters 
Are under the snow. 


The leaves that dressed proudly, 
Last autumn, the trees 
Coquetted too long with 
he flattering breeze. 
They fell for his sighing ; 
e little ones know 
How dead they are lying, 
Deep under the snow. 


Ah, would we had onl 
Lost that which will spring 
To new life, when above us 
Returning birds sing. 
For none of these losses, 
The little eyes show 
a tears, when they look on 
deep winter snow. 


But some one whose voice 

And whose emile were more dear 
Than all the best blessings, 

That brighten the year,— 
Went from us, and weary 

The little hearts grow, 
While waiting for one who 

Lies under the snow. 

Springfield Repub. 


THE PERILS OF THE CREVASSE. 

I remembered well the first glimpse I had 
had into one of these terrible crevasses which 
intersect glaciers. Getting a guide to hold my 
hand, I leaned over the yawning brink and 
gazed carefully into the fathomless abyss. The 
two perpendicular walls of ice appeared to join 
together about three hundred feet down ; an 
appearance resulting from the convexity of the 
crevasse. Usually, I believe a great oplit ends 
only where the glaicier touches the ground be- 
neath. ‘Noone who falls into one of these 
ever comes out alive,’’ said one of our guides. 
**Yes,”’ said another, ‘ta man once escaped, 
and lives still at the Grindelwald ; he was a 
chamois hunter, and when coming home alone 
over the glacier, his foot otipped and he was 
precipitated into a cr . His fall was brok- 
en by projecting ledges and blocks of ice; 
which, however, gave way ashe clung to them. 
After falling three hundred feet, he reached the 
bottom of the glacier, with a leg and an arm 
broken. He found a hollow space between the 
ground and the ice, through which a stream of 
water ran. Instinctively he followed its course, 
despite the great pain he endured, and after 
crawling along for three hours, found himself 
freed from the glacier.’’ Ordi: crevasses 
are from three to eight feet wide at the top, 
but the sides —. each other rapidly, so 





walls of ice long before he could reach the bot- 
tom, and then, unless there should be ropes at 
hapd long enough and strong enough, what an 
awful death! An unfortunate Russian gentle- 
man perished thus in a crevasse only last year, 
half frozen, half squeezed to derth, the heat of 
his body ever melting the ice, he ever sinking 
deeper and deeper into his dreadful grave.— 
Dickens's All the Year Round. 


GERMAN CUSTOMS, 


A correspondent of the New York Observer, 

after complaining of the uniform rates of | 
charge in this country by hotel-keepers and | 
railroad companies, a8 unjust, thus speaks of 
German customs, by way of contrast. 

You ride just where you please here in Ger- 

many,and pay just what thatcosts. The man 

who carries twice as much as you do, 

pays twice as mach for that. hundred 

poor men who.ge with knapsacks, don’t pay 





for the heavy tranksof the one rich man. In 
every part of Southern Germany, and’in Ger- 


Switzerland, I have had for my com 
in the third class cars, the clergy. snd the 
fessors, with their wives and families. This 


never ‘the test remark: On the 
other hand, my fri are astonished beyond 
measure when I» tell them that many who 


sorely need to economize in this way, are pre- 
vented by the frown of fashion. 

German fashion ,however,has its tyranny too. 
No respectable man dare go to. market or car- 
ry his wife’s basket through the streets. A 
man fyund blacking his own boots would be 
under about as enguiding * ban, as if he had 
been blacking his neighbor’s character. On 
the other hand, is no menial service 
which the most fashionable woman is not at 
liberty to do, if she chooses. This. distinction 
is an insult to the sex, which is very hard to 
bear. 


‘TOO HOT TO BE PLEASANT. 
A Representative giving some of his experi- 


ences at the eapital-of his State, relates the | stele | 


following : 

‘*My friends,”’ continued the Rep tative, 
‘you all know that I went to the Legislature 
last year. Well, 1 got to Augusta, and took 
dinner ata tavern; right beside me, at the 
table, sat a member from one of the back 
towns, that had never taken dinner before at 
a tavern in his life. Before his plate. was a dish 
of peppers, and he kept looking at them ; and 
finally, as the waiters were mighty slow bring- 





than no time soused one in his mouth. As he 
brought his grinders down on it, the tears 
came into his eyes. At last, spitting the pep- 
per into his hands, he laid it down by the side 
of his plate—and witha voice that set the 
whole table in a roar, exclaimed :—*‘Jist lie 
thar and cool !’’ 


RATS IN CHINA. 


The rat is an animal which occupies a large 
space in the food of the Chinese. Its flesh is 
eaten, as well as that of the cat and dog, 
either fresh or salted—those which are salted 
being principally intended for consumption on 








have our pigeon houses. They are made by 
iurnishing places, which are favored »y rats, 
with bottles having a neck largeenough to 
admit the hand. The animals take these bot- 
tles, which are bricked into the walls, for 
holes, make their nests there, raise their 
young, and the farmer goes from hive to hive 
to gather his harvest of young rats as ours do 
to gather the pigeons which they raise. 


TOO MANY NEIGHBORS. 


««Where is your houso ?’’ asked a traveller in 
the depths of one of the ‘‘old solemn wilder- 
nesses’ of the Great West. 

** House ?—I aint got no home.’”’ 

‘Well, where do you live? 

‘*] live in the wouds, sleep on the great gov- 
ernment purchase, eat raw bearand wild tur- 
key, and drink out ofthe Mississippi.’”? And 
he added, ‘It is getting too thick with folks. 
You’re the second man I’ve seen within the last 
month; and I hear thereis a whole family come 
in about fifty miles down the river, and I am 
going to put out into the woods again.” 


ta FOCUS. 

A little girl had seen her brother playing 
with a burning-glass and heard him talk about 
the ‘‘focus.”’ Consulting the dictionary, she 
found that the focus was a place where the ra 
meet. At dinner she announced thatshe knew 
the meaning of one hard word. Her father 
asked her what it was, and she said it was the 
word focus, and that it meant ‘‘a place where 
they raise calves.’’ This, of course, raised a 
great laugh; but she produced her ionary 
in proof. ‘*There,’’ she said, triumphantly, 
‘Focus a place where the rays meet.’ Calves 
are meat; andif they raise meat, they raise 
calves, and so [ am right—ain’t I father?”’ 


Aint 





A DOUBLE PRESCRIPTION: 
A gentleman wrote to Dr. Francis, lately, 
the following note : . 
‘Dear doctor,—I caught cold yesterday, and 
have got a little horse. Please to write what 
I shall do for them. J.P. 
‘Dear P,—For the cold, take half a pound 
of butter candy. For the little horse, buy a 
saddle and bridle and rite him out of town the 
first time we have pleasant weather. 
Yours, Dr. F. 
*¢ P. S.—Whao taught you to spell ?” 


THE WESTERN AFRICAN. 


A native of Western Africa, who visited this 
country, when asked what he would call ice, 





that a man would be wedged in between two | said, ‘“Him be water fast asleep ;”” und when 


asked what he would call the railroad-car in 
which he was riding, said, “‘Him be a thun- 
der-mill.”’ 


‘CAN’T FORGET IT. 

“I forget a great many things which ha’ 
pened last year,’’ said alittle girl, the tons 
runnitg down her cheeks; “but I can’t for- 
get the angry words I spoke to my dear moth- 
er, who is now dead.”’ 


Governor Re’ ythe “Old Ra y”” of 
Illinois, when for the first time in his life: vis- 
iting the , 28 @ represntative in Con- 
gress from the back settlement, at Baltimure, 
rose early in the morning, and paid a visit to 
the shipping at the docks when the tide was 
fall, in at noon. when it was ebb; and 
peban with the pee foo that had 
ta! » Went again the evening, when 
fhe 2 pte in. Astonished, he pet to 
the hotel, and remarked, ‘‘This is the curest- 
est eountry I ever seed in my life ; two freshets 
in one day, and nary drop of rain. 








ing on things, he up with his fore and in less | 7%, 


“USE THE BEST 1} 
WHO WANTS A GOOD HEAD OF HAIR? Usm ag 
' WILSON’S HAIR REGENERATOR 

AND HAIR DRESSING. 


Please certificates from the following 
wellknown people. >» Fellable ana 


November 1 
Mxssas. Henny P.Wizsox & Co.: I have 
saying, in my opinion, Mrs. W 's ee areur wae 
beet hair preparation now in use. Lshall c e to use it 


aH. 
Pastor ofthe M. E. Church, Lawrence, Mags, 


Novem! 
Mussazs. ye Bd Co.: ty mere Seat svar Hair 
¥ ve ved gréat benetit frum it. 1 
the article worthy of tim commendation, and cheertul! 
ite who Want to resto: origh- 
Ral color, or to any who are troubled with dandruil, or a aisa- 
iu o or ‘% OF to those whuse 
hair is falling from the head. To those who use any article 
Se eS Se rere ey enera- 
Pastor of Main St. Methodist B. Church, Great Falls, N. H. 
Messzas. Henny P. Witson & Co. : ldeem “ Mrs. Wilson’ 
itor” standard article of all M4 
lL have, in many instances, kuown it .o resture the Lair where 
ithad of, re! e restore hair to its 
nal color, cure entirely the most painful headaches—and 
some instances must jus humors. » 1 have 
been a sharer ip several of these benefits, and f say, the 
joug wanted aud looked for by the peuple, I believe will 
be found in Mrs. Li. KE. Wilson's Hair 
tng. Yours, &c., HENRY HILL. 
Church, N.H. 


Puctér of Elm St. M 
s Nasuva, N. H., Sept. kk. 

Maussas. Henny P. Witson & Co.: For some years past 
my hair had ny gray. use of your Hair Ke- 
eat the scalp is cleansed and freed from dandruf, and 

hair is restured to its color, and re: 
aed and where it was very thin, anew and beautiiul growth 
is produced. 





I feel contident,that it operates, not as a dye, but to restore 
e roots tu their natural heaithy state. Must cheertully vo I 
recopnuend it w all who are in need. The ex, is nothing 
compared with the benefit received. 

Yours Respectrully, Rev. E. M. KELLOG, 


whow it may concern: 
‘This certities that [ have been an eye witnessof the wonder- 
ful eects o1 . W 's ator Upon several ol my 
frieuds’ heads ; some, it reiustatea the hair to its vrigiual 
cdlor—others it gave a tine Lew yth of » and in my 


q im ied if 
tw it as L should have done, my head would have been nearly 
or quite covered. I have used but one tie. 
this as you please, with the addition 
that it is alhuost a sure cure for the headache. 
i. ae Cy 
the Si 


Saratoca, N Y,, Aug. 15. 
Masszs. Hewny P. Witsom & Co.: | have used your Hair 
Regenerator on my head, which removed the dandruf and 
cured the headache which | have been very much atuicted 
with for many years. 

T have applied it to the heads of others hundreds of times. 
and i have never known an imstance but what it removed a! 
erysipelas, sores and pimples vi every kind. 

The above you are at liberty to make use of as you see fit. 
MINO? FARRAR. 





board of the jun The Chinese farmers, find-| ‘Tne Regenerator is put up in two sizes, and retafls for 80 cts- 

ing rat raising to be pr fitable, have ted | pimt bottle, and $1 tor quart bottles. ‘ihe quart bottles are 
: y P- at :?, much the cheapest. ‘The i di f which the k 

a very ing for g them. are made are, of a rare virtue, and are entirely diuereut frum 

* . rr 088 UL ) any other preparation of the kindin this country. 

They have ratteries, a8 we, in New En land, They are covling and gently moistening in their nature, i 


contain ne properties but those which nature evidently 
a the purpose, and will surely do all it is recom- 
mended. 

. Wilson's Hair Dressing is put up in large bottles, and 
retails fur 37 cts. per bottie, and tor dressing the bair of any 
person, young or vid, there is not its equal in the world. 
will make the hair everything you want it should be, and 
moreover, it has a perfume that is infinitely superior to en 
of the fashionable extracts, either foreign or 5 which 
alone should entitle it to a place on every pars tollet table, 

Be carefal and obtain Mrs. H. KB. Wilson's Hair Dressing, as 
as the name will be blown in every bottle, and you can obtain 
it in almost every store in the United States or denada. 


Wholesale Agents. 
H. H. May, Portland, General Agent for Maine, New Brune- 
wick, and Novascotia. , 
GEORGE T. NICHOLS, Northfield ; F. E. SMITH, Montpe- 
lier, Vt., General Agents for Vt. ;’ ? 
T.W.DYOTT & SONS, Philadelphia, General Agents for 
Peunsylvania. 
. 8. Burr & Co, ; Geo. C. Goodwin & Co., No. 11 and 12 Mar- 
shall St. ; Charles T. Carney, No. 135 Wasqington St. 
Weeks & Potter, No. 154 Washington 2 
& Preston, He ltamy tpg = ; ein 4 
0. 43 45 ver St. ; utier & Co., No. 
is Broad St, Boston, Masa” a TA 


Manufactured by HENRY P. WILSON & CO., Manch 
ter, LA to whom all ietters should be addressed. 
y 


IMPORTANT FACTS ABOUT 





PERUVIAN SYRUP! 
INTERESTING TO ALL INVALIDS. 


Three-fourths of all thes ckness and suffering in the world,is 
the result of derangement of the physical system, consequent 
upon a weakened and impaired condition of the natural forces 

The principal vital force is the iron contained in the blood, 
This is derived from the food we cat ; but if from any cause or 
derangement, the necessary amount of iron is not taken into 
the circulation, the whole system suffers, and unless the defi- 
ciency is supplied, all the natural powers are weakened, and 
sometimes to a degree which brings on entire prostration of 
the physical and mentai forces. Then follows every imegina 
ble complant, all however arising from deterioration or 


BAD STATE OF THE BLOOD. 


Among these are Dyspepsia, Nervous Debility, Languor and 
Depression of Spirits, Scrofula, Piles, Skin Diseases of every 
Description, Tendency to Consumption, Weakness of the Sexu- 
al Organs, Prolapsus Uteri and diseases of ‘the female system 
geuerally, and all complaints accompanied by weakness or 
prostration of physical and mental energy. In all these case 


THE PERUVIAN SYRUP 
has effected the most astonishing cures,and the great secret 


of its wonderful success is the simple fact that it at once sup 
plies the deficiency of that indispensable ingredien;, 


TRON IN THE BLOOD. 


The statements of cures which are published in our pamph- 
let may be relied upon as strictly true in every case, in proot 
of which we will at any time, on application, show the origina 
letters and statements of the persons cured. 

Mvery [vVALID Soup Reap Tarss Facts, and avail 
solf, or herself of this invaluable remedy. 


JOHN P. JEWETT & CARTER, 


No 39 Sumyrr Srrzet, Boston. 
For sale by all Druggists, 


BOUND VOLUMES. 


FOR sale, at a low price, at this Office, Bor Vol 
of the Companion from 1248. deans BAe a a 





YOUTH’S COMPANION. 
A FAMILY PAPER 


DEVOTED To 
Plety,Morality,Brotherly Love,=-Ne Sec~ 
tarianism, No Controversy. 
PUBLISHED WEBKLY BY 
OLMSTEAD & CO., BOSTON, MS. 

° No. 22 School Street. 
Paton $14 ream. Srx Corims ror $5, Parent IN ADVANCE. 


BOUND VOLUMES $1 and 1.25. 





E. F. Duren. Bemgor, Agent, 


ow 














